A   WINDOW   IN   THRUMS
right-angles to his legs, and his broken silk
hat was carefully brushed as in the days whm
Janet, his sister, lived.   There he stood at the
top of the brae, panting.

I was but a boy when Jimsy Duthie turned
the corner of the brae for the last time, with a
score of mourners behind him.   While I knew
him there was no Janet to run to the door to
see if he was coming.   So occupied was Jimsy
with the great affair of his life, which was
brewing for thirty years, that his neighbours
saw how he missed his sister better than lie
realised  it himself.   Only his  hat was no
longer carefully brushed, and his coat hung
awry, and there was sometimes little reason
why he should go home to dinner.   It is for
the sake of Janet who adored him that ire
abcrald remember Jimsy in the days before
she died.

Jimsy was a poet, and for the space of
thirty years lie lived in a great epic on the
Mittenmnm This is the book presented to
me by Jess, that lies so quietly on my topmost
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